LETTERS TO  AN UNKNOWN                 209

cold. I have here the society of M. Cousin,
who came here to cure himself of laryngitis,
and who talks like a one-eyed magpie, eats
like an ogre, and is astonished at not being
cured under this beautiful sky, which he
sees for the first time. He is very amusing,
for he has the good quality of being witty
for everybody. I suppose that even to his
servant he talks as he would to the most
coquettish duchess. The natives are spell-
bound, and you may imagine how big their
eyes become when they are told that this
man, who talks well on any subject, has
translated Plato and is the lover of Madame
de Longueville.

I am not doing much here. I am study-
ing botany in a book and with the grasses
that fall under my hand; but I deplore my
bad sight every instant. I should have be-
gun this study twenty years ago, when I had
eyes. It is amusing enough, although su-
premely immoral, since in botany there are
for one lady always six or eight gentlemen
at least, all anxious to offer to her what she
takes from the right and from the left with
much indifference. I regret very much not
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